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is yov*u mother^ I stammered, wipmg off the
tears.                                                           *   ~
eyes I kissed her> hand. ^Where do yoi^ think, they will deport us?" Zofia asked <2ofia  do you   have any relatives or friends that live
around here, witl^h whom you could stay?" I inquired in
response.
"Yes, in Komot*oW But they won't let us leave/* It was my lucte<y day. I managed to have Zofia and her
mother transferred to Barrack 2, before they were released
to go to Komorq^r Zofia pointed to a young man with
his arm in a sbn^r.
"Can't you heljp him, too?" she said. "He is a doctor" The man seeded well enough, ai*d I feared Be would
never pass foe ty\edical Ommission or fool the hawk-eyed
guards at the gatte
"My name is ^odynchoski^ he introduced himself, *I am a surgeon.1"
"Of course yo>u are," I answered mechanically. He looked puzzled.
*Why do you s$ay so?"
"I used to knov a Dr. Rodynchoski, a swgecm,*-ai*d I swallowed hard at the memory of my superior officer whom I loved ai^d trusted as no one else in the world-*at tlte Uyazdov Hoispital I used to wodkfor him. He..,!*e was a wonderful man.**
"General Christopher," said the young saaa softly. *He is my uncled
Tfl help yoix^ I dedaxdL But I woudeml how I thOT^it it over lor a while. Thai I looked at the young surgeoa. ^Milk?^ I suggested. *Afl &$&,* }& smiled back Tf you think tNt wfflfod them."